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Chapter |: You LOVE This 


Author's Notes: 
This STORY bares no resemblence to truth. It\'s only the imaginings of a twisted little groupie. Please keep that 


in mind. 


There's a place that exists only once a year, a magical place where geeks of all ages gather to pay homage to 
their favorite fandoms. Five thousand science-fiction fans, renaissance renactors, goths and randomly assorted 
fans come once a year, like clockwork, to one place where they know they will not be ostracized by their 
inherent fanaticism. This special place, otherwise known as |-CON, is the biggest convention on the east coast. 
This is where our story begins, in the year 2005. It was a Sunday, the last day of the weekend of I-CON and 


only a few hours before closing time when the weirdness began. 


Before the trouble had started however, it had been a normal average |-CON weekend, if there ever was such 
a thing. There had been the usual shenanigans, panels, and dealer's room shopping to occupy the time of one 
small group of Voltaire fans, but as Nicholai, Lady Sith, Shannon, and Vixen sat outside on the steps to the gym 
which housed the main section of |-CON they wished for something more. More time in which to experience a 


little more craziness and live stories they would later write down in their livejournals. However, time wasn't on 


their side. It seemed to all be ending so soon. Friday had come and gone, Saturday rushed by, and now the last 
Sunday of the excitement-filled weekend was drawing to a close. What would they do with themselves once the 


convention was over and they returned to their average boring lives? 


"I don't want you to go home," Sith held the chain leash of her sub, Shannon who was wearing little wolf ears 
and a pinned on wolf tail attached to the back of her pants, "Why don't you stay here? You could live in my 


basement. If | had a basement. How about the boiler room?" 


Shannon just whimpered and rubbed her forehead against Lady Sith's arm. She would have been perfectly 
content to stay on Long Island until she old and gray, but needed to return to Philadelphia. Her last year of 
college awaited her, where she would study to become a world known artist and travel the world and make lots 
and lots of money which she would then use to buy a commune where they would all live. At least that was 


the plan. 


"She'll even put on the heat for you. That's a sure sign she likes you," Vixen put in with a small smirk on her 
lips, "See, if she didn't want you to stay she would have made up an excuse about the heat in her house being 
broken, and then you would have had to go home to Philadelphia," She shot a look at Nicholai, who was busy 
looking at the hundreds of photos of Voltaire he had saved on his digital camera, "Or you might have had to 
stay with Nicholai and devirginize him." 


Hearing his name, the boy with the blond spiky hair which was casually styled to make him look like Voltaire's 
clone (even though he would never admit to that fact), looked up with a puzzled look on his face. Shannon and 
him shared one brief look, before he laughed nervously and returned to playing with his digital camera, "Does 
everything have to do with sex for you, Vixen?" 


"Not everything. Just most things." 


They sat together, in comfortable silence soaking up the atmosphere. Shannon resting on Sith's arm, Nicholai 
looking at his photos of Voltaire, and Vixen watching renaissance renactors beat each other over the heads 
with boffer swords until another Voltaire fan walked over to them. The newcomer wore baggy leather pants, a 


black t-shirt, a baggy leather jacket and his typical jester's hat. 
"Hey Jester," Sith looked up at her old friend and fellow Voltaire fanatic, "Where are you going?" 


"| was just about to go to buy that exclusive |-CON 2005 cd from Voltaire, now that | finally found my wallet,” 
It was a known fact he'd been missing his wallet since Friday night when he got drunk at the bar in the official 
convention hotel. Everyone had been pretty plastered that night, and the shenanigans up in Voltaire's hotel 
room rivaled only those at DragonCon 2003. Jester scratched his blond goatee lightly as he wrinkled his brow, 
"Hope he has some left." 


"He should," Vixen replied trying to reassure him, "After selling out of them last year he made a couple 


hundred this year. Last | checked he had about a dozen left, and that was just this morning." 


"Those cds were a great idea," Sith mused, "Almost as good as the Voltaire panties." 
Shannon laughed, "Voltaire panties rock. I'm wearing mine right now." 
"Really," Sith gave her a small knowing grin. 


Nicholai raised his eyebrows at the two of them, at first thinking about Shannon in panties, and then Voltaire 
panties, and then his mind went back to Voltaire. And Voltaire in panties. It was a one-track kind of mind. 
Focused on one thing, and thats the way he liked it. He knew he was obsessed, but also knew it felt so good 
that way. He looked at his watch, they'd been sitting out here for nearly a half-hour. One whole half-hour 
without seeing Voltaire, who was busy inside pushing his merchandise on unsuspecting folks who couldn't 
possibly pass his booth without buying something. Nicholai suddenly felt the deep seated urge to run inside the 
building and sit down next to Voltaire and stare at him for the rest of the day, just so he wouldn't have to go 
one more second without a fix for his addiction. Instead of rushing in however, he just stood and tried to 
casually work his going inside into the conversation, "Come on Jester, I'll show you were the cds are." Then 


bouncing up the steps, Nicholai led the way to Voltaire. 


‘Careful, Jester,” Vixen called from back on the steps as she watched the two of them go, "He'll try to sell 
you everything on Voltaire's table. And he'll tell you that you absolutely have to have it” 


"But everybody needs the mug, the clock, the mouse pad, the Frisbee." Nicholai disappeared behind the door, 
still counting off the items of merchandise that he had on his fingers. Some of it had only started being 
produced that month, but of course Nicholai had it anyway. There wasn't one piece of merchandise he didn't 
have, and that to him was a badge of honor. 


Jester followed slightly behind him. 


"Want to go say goodbye to Voltaire before we leave," Lady Sith asked Shannon, who was now sitting in her lap. 
They had to leave early so that Shannon could get to the train station in time to catch the one leaving for 
Philadelphia. Shannon nodded and the two of them got up to head to Voltaire's booth, leaving Vixen behind who 
turned back to watch the last boffer fight of the year. Geeks beating each other over their heads with sticks, 
what could be better? Except for Voltaire, Vixen thought as she got up, deciding to join the others inside. But 
he was possibly the only other thing. 


Inside, the chaos of |-CON was still going strong. People milled about in an array of different costumes, with 
capes and piece bound swords, pretty gypsy dresses, and anime cosplay. It was a parade of outsiders who 


reveled in being different. It felt like home. 


On the side of the room, Voltaire sat by his booth surrounded by Nicholai, Jester, Lady Sith and Shannon. 
There were a few other fans hanging out by his booth, buying stuff or asking for autographs, the usual. 
Audrey, Voltaire's girlfriend with the really long legs and short highlighted hair, also sat behind the booth 
talking to Lady Sith and Shannon, 


His merchandise booth had been moved back along the stairs, unlike the previous year when it was all the way 
in the back of the room. It was better this way because the small group of fans could sit behind his booth on 
the stairs, and stare at him all day. Moving their way past the booth, Nicholai, Sith, Shan, and Vixen sat down 
on the stairs, resting their feet which were sore from all the walking around they had done that weekend. 
Jester stood in front of the booth however, buying one of the exclusive super duper cds he had coveted so 


much. 


After he had gotten it back signed, Jester slowly read the signature to himself, "Voltaire." he paused and 
looked back up, "You know, | just realized I've known you for three years now and | still don't know your real 


name. 
Voltaire only smiled at him innocently, "Yeah, so?" 


Behind the musician, however Vixen was practically jumping up and down in her seat. "Can | tell him, please? 
Please? Can | tell him your real name?" The secret had been divulged to her accidentally years ago after one 
night of drunken debauchery. "Pleeeeeeeeeeeeease." The others were giving her a strange look, but she ignored 


the starring. 
Voltaire turned around, "What did | tell you last year about telling people my name?" 


Her gaze traveled to the ceiling, trying to remember, "You didn't actually say anything. | asked you if | could 
tell some girl, and then you kind of glared at me. But you never said anything.” 


"Vixen, if you ever tell anyone my real name | will string you up by your toes and beat you with a large 


rubber banana" He gave her a mock-glare, "There, I've said something now." 


| bet that would be fun!" The small girl started thinking up a hundred scenarios in which that could happen, 
while the others just rolled their eyes. 


Jester spoke again, "Its okay, | understand, barely anyone knows my real name either." He shrugged, it was just 
one of those goth things. "| wanted you to play Feathery Wings at the concert last night. | thought you said 


you would on Friday" 


"I did?" Voltaire tried to recall any conversation regarding that song he'd had in the past few days, "Was that 
before the three bottles of blood wine or after? Friday night's just one big blur. Last thing | remember was 
waking up with Audrey on Saturday.’ 


Next to him, Audrey nodded daintily, though it was clear what ‘waking up with Audrey’ entailed. 
‘Oh well, | guess I'll just wait until the next concert," Jester wondered when that would be. It would probably be 


a while before he had a show at the Batcave or Alchemy. Until then, Jester would just have to go home, put 


on the cd, and imagine it being sung live. 


"If you really want," Voltaire looked around at the circle of groupies that had surrounded him, "I'll play a few 
songs at my booth, like last year. | just have one thing | have to do before that," He stood up with Audrey, 
"But I'll be right back in about fifteen minutes. Nicholai watch my booth." 


Jester, all excited since he would get to hear his favorite song performed live, took a seat on the steps and 
glanced at his watch. Meanwhile, Nicholai jumped at the chance to watch over Voltaire's merchandise. He 
started organizing the stuff that was still on the table, in chronological order because he's an obsessive freak 
in that way. There wasn't much left over though, it seemed to bea pretty good year for business in 


Voltaire's world. 


"You know, Audrey and Voltaire are probably having sex right now," Vixen thought out loud, "I wish | was 
Audrey." 


| wish | was Audrey too," Nicholai said without thinking about it. He was flipping through the Chi-Chian RPG 
book, wondering if he had enough experience RPGing to run a game of his own, because what Brooklyn really 


needed was a Chi-Chian game. 


Meanwhile, Vixen had reorganized the cds out of chronological order and had set her stop clock on her digital 
watch. She nudged Sith and asked her how long she thought it would be until Nicholai figured out something 
was wrong. Though he already knew, and was fighting the urge to put them back into correct order. Eventually, 
about two minutes and twenty seconds after Vixen had messed with the Cds, he couldn't take it anymore and 
couldn't stop himself from fixing them again. 


Just then, two teenage girls came over to the booth a few minutes later. They each bought a cd, the last two 
Ooky Spookys. One of them cocked their heads slightly and stared Nicholai up and down, "Are you Mars?" She 
blurted out. 


Nicholai laughed, “Er. Yeah, and when this CD came out seven years ago," He held up a copy of the Devil's Bris 
cd, "I was a just a little baby." 


"They grow up so fast," Sith giggled from behind. 


"Okay, cool, | always wanted to meet Voltaire's kid," The bouncy blond teenager skipped away with her friend as 
her voice faded in the distance, "| told you it was him." 


"I think she somehow missed the point," Sith watched them go. Ditzy people were one of her pet peeves, but 
someone mistaking Nicholai for Mars was too funny for her to be annoyed. She'd just chalk it up to it being 
the last day of the convention and thus some people's brains had ceased to function by now. 


It took Voltaire a half hour to return, and another ten to get out his beautiful black guitar. By then a semi- 
large group of fans had gathered around the stairs and in front of his booth. He started playing Feathery 
Wings, for Jester who had been waiting all weekend to hear the song. Crooning in his smooth voice, Voltaire 
took the song and made bittersweet magic with it, closing his eyes as his tongue rolled around the lyrics in his 


mouth, "I'm so sick and tired of the taste of tears, the sting of pain, the smell of fear, the sounds of crying.” 
He continued, conjuring up images of angels, death, and being left behind while everyone who was in earshot 


either sang along or just swayed to the low rhythm of guitar and vocals. 


On the stairs, Sith was showing a couple of people her tattoo on her thigh that had been inspired by the song. 


It was of a broken angel, kneeling in sorrow. It was one of her favorite songs too. 


When he finished, Voltaire told the crowd, "That was for Jester, who should know better than to ask me for 
stuff when I'm pissed drunk" The musician laughed and ran a hair through his black spike hair, "Let's see, 
what's next. Any requests?” 


Someone in the crowd shouted, "Play About a Girl." 


‘Sorry, that doesn't have any guitar in it. How about requests | can play on the guitar?" Voltaire glanced down 
at the instrument. Someone piped in for a request for Ex-Lover's Lover a second later, "That one | actually do 
know how to play," Voltaire began playing the tune, and when he got to the chorus the group started singing 
along. It was a beautiful grassroots kind of performance, like one might see at a busy subway station or on a 
grassy college campus. Not a big production with special effects, dry ice fog, and flashy lights, but one that 


people would remember for quite a long time afterwards. 


When Voltaire was finished playing one song, he would ask for another request and start playing again. In 
between the songs, he'd interact with the fans, building a repoire with new fans, and sharing stories with the 
older fans. Audrey sat close by, selling the last few cds they had left to people passing by. The show was 


really bringing in some good business. 


This impromptu show went on for a half-hour with the only interruption being the brief seques between 
songs. Halfway through Crusade, however, there was a loud noise that came from outside. Voltaire stopped 
playing for a moment, while the crowd looked towards the doors. No other noises came, and thus the mob 
shook it off, not knowing what it was but for the time being not really caring. Voltaire soon returned to the 
last chorus of the song, "Their eyes are red as flame, | heard it told from hell they came, their breath is vile, 


their tongues are forked-" 


And the noise came again, only it sounded like an explosion this time. Voltaire narrowed his eyes and stopped 
playing again, craning his neck to see if he could see what was going on. The air was still, the crowd silent, and 


nothing could be seen outside the doors except a peaceful day of sunshine. 


Jester stood up from the stairs, excusing himself, "I'll go check it out. Be right back" He hurried out the doors, 
but still nothing could be seen from the inside of the gym, so the crowd turned it's attention back to the 


musician. 


Voltaire looked a little puzzled, but he spoke up, "Well, until someone tells us the building is under attack or on 
fire. on with the show!" He tried to remember where in Crusade he was before they got interrupted, but 


couldn't recall the exact spot so he went on to another song, Future Ex-Girlfriend. It came off his Boo Hoo 


album, and it was about meeting someone you're not really interested in and beginning to date them when it's 


obvious it's not meant to be. It was a nice little ditty. 


After only one minute into the song, the doors burst open in an explosion that sounded like the noise the 
crowd had heard before, only much louder. Vixen jumped to her feet as the crowd started dispersing and 
chaos broke out. In the clearing smoke, a few shadowy figures walked in the doors, which only remained as 


twisted metal and broken glass. By the look of them, they weren't human. 


Standing there petrified, Vixen felt an arm on her wrist, pulling her into action. It was Nicholai. She glanced 
around the two of them, at the others who had gotten to their feet and were rushing past the tables. Sith 
was holding Shannon's hand as they tried to figure out which was the better exit to try for. Voltaire and 
Audrey were trying to help people get to safety, but finally figured it was a lost cause. Finally giving up, 
Voltaire turned to Nicholai and shouted one word, "Run!" 


Chapter Two - Hell in a Handbasket 


Author's Notes: 
Notes: This STORY bares no resemblence to truth. It\'s only the imaginings of a twisted little groupie. Please 
keep that in mind. 


During those first few minutes of the attack, not much could be heard over the sounds of dying and 
destruction. In the confusion, Sith and Shannon had gotten separated, blocked into a corner surrounded by the 
half-alien looking creatures that were currently trying to take over the convention Vixen looked over at them, 
as Nicholai was trying to herd her towards the hallway that Voltaire and Audrey were running towards. For a 
moment, Shan and Sith looked like they were in trouble, but then Shan let loose a whole bunch of crazy ninja 
moves. Lightning fast kicks and some fancy flips in the air, and Shannon managed to dispatch the small group of 
creatures that barred her and Sith's exit. 


"They're okay," Nicholai said as he paused for a moment to look across the room to where Shan was still 
fighting in the melee. She was kicking massive ass though, apparently she really was a ninja. Sith and Shannon 
were handling the rest of the monstrosities, and were quickly making their way to the hallway to join the 
others. Relieved yet still frantic to get away, Nicholai jerked Vixen's wrist again, "Come on" 


Voltaire was leading the pack, rushing down the hallway and into a small office belonging to one of the gym 
teachers. He waited until everyone was inside the small office before locking the door. Shan was breathing hard 
by the time she got inside and sat down, being a ninja takes a lot out of a person. Voltaire and Audrey pushed 
the office desk against the door, trying to be quiet so that whatever had interrupted the usual |-CON 
merriment would not notice they were hiding in there. There was still fighting going on, though most of I-CON 
had already been wiped out. Voltaire sat on the desk, with his ear to the wall, listening to the last sounds of 
the battle as it wound down to an end. 


Audrey sat next to him on the desk, removing her shoes. If they had to run again she would not be able to do 
it in her five-inch tall fetish heels. She was lucky she hadn't twisted her ankle already. Although the fear level 
in the room was high, Voltaire couldn't stop himself from giving her feet a once-over. She had beautiful feet, 


and he had an interesting foot fetish. 


Sith was the one who broke the silence. Resting on the worn couch, she put her long black hair up into a 


ponytail and quietly asked, "Did those things look. not human? Or was it just me." 

It wasn't just you," Shan nodded; reaching out to hold Sith's hand. She glanced over to Vixen, who was sitting in 
a wooden chair, still shaking with fright. Voicing the question that everyone was wondering she began, "What's 
going on? What were those things?" 


"The Dark Guard," Voltaire turned away from the door, and looked at the others for a moment, "Don't ask me 


how, but I'm sure it was them. If | hadn't been running for my life, it would have actually been kind of neat. 


Its not often that your creations come to life." 


"The Dark Who?" In a small, fearful voice Vixen rambled on, "Who are they? Are they going to kill us? What do 
they want? Oh god, we're going to die. This is so not good. | don't want to die." 


Nicholai rolled his eyes at her, ignoring her little breakdown. He couldn't get past how anyone who would call 
themselves a Voltaire fan wouldn't know who the Dark Guard were, "They're in Chi-Chian If you had bothered 
to read the comics, you would know this." He continued with his explanation. "The Dark Guard are a group 
within the Pathan Pahrr. Um, the Pathan Pahrr, for those of us not in the know," He glared at Vixen, "Are the 
creeps who take over Manhattan after the big New Jersey/Manhattan war in Chi-Chian. They're kind of like 
the secret police there. And they are human; they just have exoskeletons attached to their bodies. Anyway, 
there's this one group of Pathan Pahrr called the Dark Guards. They're the most feared group in the comic 
book. They were slowly and secretly established by a race of evil insects that managed to infiltrate the minds 
of high-ranking Pathan Pahrr officers. 


The first commander to lead the Dark Guard was Prank Yav'n, who was instrumental in bringing about the 
death of Chi-Chian's aunt. He also arranged an ambush intended for Chi-Chian, which lead to the maiming of 
Chi-Chian's best friend, Nahm. The Dark Guard are not nice." 


There was silence in the room after Nicholai finished his lecture. Until Voltaire started laughing, "Did you 
memorize that whole thing off the internet site?" 


"Pretty much." 


"Dude, no offense," Voltaire placed a hand on Nicholai's shoulder, " but you need to get out more." He returned 
to standing sentry, listening for any sign that the Dark Guard were advancing on the room. It had been quiet 


for the last few minutes, but leaving too soon could be disastrous. 


"How did they get here though?" Sith rubbed Shannon's back as she thought out loud, "They're just comic book 
characters. And as far as | know characters from comics don't just appear out of nowhere and start killing 
people. Then again, stranger things have happened at a convention" She paused as her eyes glazed over, 


"Goddess! What about Jester? Do you think he's" 


Vixen cut in, still half-out of her mind, "We're all gonna die! They're gonna come and kill us, just like all the 


others. this is all Voltaire's fault. He made an evil comic book and now we're all gonna die!" 


"Hey, don't look at me," Voltaire narrowed his eyes at her, "I didn't plan for this to happen. | just drew stuff. 
And that was years ago, why they all decided to become corporal and start killing everybody today is anyone's 


guess." 


Vixen looked back down at her feet. She hadn't meant to blame Voltaire. He was right; it wasn't his fault. It had 
just happened so quickly, and they still didn't know if they were even going to make it out of that small office 


that smelt like gym socks and old footballs. For all she knew they were sharing their last few minutes on 
earth, before the Dark Guard ambushed them and slaughtered them into tiny bite-sized pieces. All those 
years before, when she had been a fan of fantasy and sci-fi shows she had thought that if death came for 
her, if she was caught in a tough position, she'd be able to take it. She'd just do some vampire slayer moves 
on them. She'd never actually taken the time to join the karate classes like she had planned, but she still had 
the delusional belief that if she needed to she could have kicked anybody's ass. Now however, she realized how 


misleading that notion was. 
"Hey listen," Voltaire's voice derailed her train of thought. 
Audrey tilted her head towards the door, "I don't hear anything." 


"Exactly," he hopped off the desk, "I think they're gone." He offered a hand to Audrey, and helped her to her 
feet, "Let's get out of here before they come back" Together they moved the desk away from the door, 
pushing it back into place in the office. Meanwhile Shannon and Sith readied themselves for the trip out the 


gym. They figured there might be a few Dark Guard left wandering around the place, but also knew they could 
take them. 


Vixen on the other hand refused to budge, "But what if they're waiting for us out there. And then we run 
right into their trap, and we wind up as blood stains on the gym floor. | don't trust this plan, this is a bad plan, 


we're all gonna die." 
Nicholai couldn't stand her babbling anymore and smacked her lightly on the back of the head. 


"Ouch!" She stopped her long run on sentences for a bit. She shook her head, gathering her breathe and 
courage, "Wow, thanks. | needed that" 


"Sure, anytime you need me to smack you in the back of your head again, you just let me know, kay?" Nicholai 
raised his eyebrows at her, but didn't wait for a reply before he started following Voltaire and Audrey out 
into the hallway and down towards the east exit. Shannon, with fists held at the ready, moved cautiously out 
the office. Sith and Vixen were the last two to leave. The building smelt like blood and gunpowder, it permeated 
the still air, but most of the fighting had gone down in the registration room so the hallway was clear of 


debris. 


No one dares look over their shoulder, towards where the main fighting had occurred. There would be time 
later to mourn the dead, but right then the important thing was to escape. They were almost at the east end 
of the building when Sith heard someone stamping down the hallway behind them. Lady Sith stopped in her 


tracks, and turned around to face whatever was making the noise, alerting the others to the new presence. 


Preparing for the worst, they followed Sith's gaze. At the other end of the hallway stood something that 


looked like a large armored dog. It was coming towards the group, but slowly. They stood perplexed, 


Vixen screamed, "It's one of them! Shan kill it! Kill it-" 


Nicholai quickly placed his hand on Vixen's mouth to keep her quiet, whispering in awe, "It's not a Dark Guard. 
It's. Chi-Chian!" The armored dog stepped forward, while Voltaire broke from the group and walked towards it 
slowly, with halting footsteps. Even in it's dog form, he was taken by its beauty. The exoskeleton armor looked 
exactly the way he had drawn it so many years ago, back when he lived in Japan. 


"Chi-Chian," Vixen spoke again, once Nicholai had pulled his hand away, "But | thought Chi-Chian was a little 


Asian girl with weird hair who-" 


Before she could finish, the armored dog fell into Voltaire's arms, transforming back to her human form, 
complete with the weird hair and a large wound in her side. Catching his creation, Voltaire knelt on the ground, 
with Chi-Chian in his lap. Her breathing was coming in rapid gasps, and blood was flowing freely from the open 
wound, but she was smiling. 


| found you." The sweet little Asian girl looked into Voltaire's eyes, coughing a little, "The creator." She closed 
her eyes for a second, gathering strength as Nicholai stepped closer to the scene. Audrey came closer as well, 
placing a hand on Voltaire's shoulder as he cradled his Chi-Chian. 


The three other girls stayed where they were in the background, not sure what to do. 


When Chi-Chian had rested for a moment, she opened her eyes again, "They're coming for you. there's a 
portal.. in a place called Atlanta." Her voice sounded remarkably like Bai Ling's, as she searched Voltaire's eyes 
for understanding. "You must go. You'll know what to do." When she was sure he had gotten her message, the 


one she had come so far to deliver, she closed her eyes once more. Her heartbeat faded and she was no more. 


Voltaire rested Chi-Chian's head on the hallways floor gently, as he got up and tried to walk away. Confound 
with inner pain, he stumbled a little. Audrey simply wrapped one arm around him, letting him lean on her, and 


they walked away from the others so Voltaire could have a moment to grieve. 


Nicholai stared at the small corpse, seemingly lost in thought. Saying his final respects he whispered 
wonderingly, "Why can't people just be nice?" But they weren't, and they never would be. Especially not the 


Pathan Pahrr, if they were even people anymore. 


Shan broke away from Sith, to go offer some comforting words to Nicholai, who was taking Chi-Chian's death 
almost as hard as Voltaire. Vixen watched as she whispered to him, some of the words caught on the air, 
Phrases like ‘watching over’ and ‘feathery wings’, whatever was being spoken seemed to console him a little. 
Shan ruffled his hair, and then looked towards Vixen and Sith. In a louder voice she said, "We have to get out 
of here. If Chi-Chian was right, they're coming for us." 


Audrey and Voltaire walked back over, the two of them looking a bit stronger in their resolve. Voltaire cleared 
his throat, "Wrong. They're coming for me. The Creator. whatever that means. You four aren't a part of this, 
go home, get some rest, and forget this day ever happened" 


"Works for me, | don't plan on dying any time soon," Vixen was about to go without the others, but Nicholai's 
voice made her halt suddenly. 


He had different plans, and for once he wasn't agreeing with Voltaire, "I'm staying with you, Volty. If you're 
going to Atlanta, then so am |." 


Voltaire would hear none it though, "Nicholai, you're going to get your little Goth ass back to your apartment 
in Brooklyn, and stay there. You're not coming with us." 


"Yes, | am. You need me there. And. | think | need to be there." Nicholai paused trying to figure out if he 
wanted to say all that was on his mind, after a deep breath he continued, "Back when | first started listening 
to you, and your music, | was going through a lot in my life. You helped me through that . And well, | think | 
owe it to you now. If there's going to be some crazy shit happening down there, I'm on your side. And I'm not 


going back home to wait for word that you're dead or something.’ 


All the weight of Voltaire's argument seemed to vanish with Nicholai's speech. The musician still didn't want 
the younger boy getting in the middle of something that could potentially be dangerous. He looked at his 
girlfriend for help, but Audrey just shrugged. With a sigh of defeat, Voltaire reluctantly agreed, "Fine. You can 
come along, but stay out of trouble." He looked over at the other three, "At least you three can go home. But 
could someone drive me and Audrey. and Nicholai. to the train station? | doubt the hotel shuttle will be 


running anymore." 


"As long as you're not going to try to rope me into your crazy going-to-Atlanta plan," Vixen said over her 
shoulder, as she opened the exit door to the outside, "I do have a jeep that should fit you guys.” 


The followed her outside, to where the sun was still shining like nothing had taken place. It was starting to get 
a little dark however, but a pretty sunset had begun. Even though they were on the east side of the building, 
the red and orange hues could still be seen over the top of the building. Nicholai suddenly got a bounce in his 
step, mostly likely excited from the prospect of going on a long trip down to Georgia with Voltaire. "Are you 
sure you don't want to come with us, Vixen? It'll be fun" 


"Fun. right." She nodded sarcastically, "Fun is portals and more Pathan Pahrr scary death? You've got a 
strange sense of fun, my friend" Then she muttered, "Besides, last time | was in Georgia there were too many 


weird nights of naked debauchery. | think I've had enough of that to last a lifetime. Thank you very much." 


They had to walk in front of the gym in order to get to the parking lot on the west side of the university 
campus. Luckily there hadn't been any sign of the Dark Guard for at least forty-five minutes, so with the 
coast being clear, they headed towards the front of the gym. Sith was the first to round the corner, followed 
by Shannon, who both stopped dead in their tracks when they first glimpsed the wreck that had been the gym 


stairs. 


Nicholai was right behind them, but he couldn't see what they viewed at first. Then he stepped around Sith, 


who was still standing there almost frozen in place. "Oh. oh no." It was all the words he could get his lips 


around, as he took his first look at the destruction the Dark Guard had caused. The road in front of the gym 
wasn't a road anymore, it was twisted up into the air, like some pavement sculpture, a monument to what had 
become a battleground. The stairs were nearly flattened, and the poles of the banister were strewed across 
the grass where the boffer fights had previously been taking place. The boffer fighting, and the fun of I-CON 


seemed a million miles away from this battlefield. It was a different world. 


The structural damage wasn't the worst part. That could have been rebuilt; it was just stone and cement. 
Metal and steel. The amount of blood that covered the steps, the grass, and the road however would never be 
washed clean. There were so many bodies, Sith noted as she began to make her way through the mass grave, 
so many people that had come for a good time. They hadn't expected this, no one expects to be blown up or 
gunned down so suddenly. Shannon reached out for Sith's hand, feeling suddenly so lost and alone amidst the 


hundreds of broken bodies. 


On the ground, Sith noticed something by her feet. She had been trying to not look at anything, and had nearly 
tripped over it. It was a jester's hat. Quietly, she showed it to Vixen Without a word of conversation, they 


knew what it meant. Their friend was gone. 


Holding the hat tightly in fists that were slowly turning white with rage, Vixen turned to Voltaire, "I know what 
| said, but if you don't mind. | think I'd like to come to Georgia" She looked down at the hat, her voice getting 
edgier as she spoke, "Someone has to pay for this. And if they're down there, I'm gonna send them to hell" 


Chapter Three - Alchemy Mondays 


Author's Notes: 
Notes: This STORY bares no resemblence to truth. It\'s only the imaginings of a twisted little groupie. Please 
keep that in mind. 


After they left Stony Brook campus, the six weary travelers had set out for the bright lights of New York 
City, all stashed away in Vixen's new Jeep. It was a long sixty mile drive on the Long Island Expressway, and it 
was quiet too. After the initial shock of seeing first hand what the Dark Guard was capable of, the blood that 
stained the steps of the university gym had made talking an uneasy chore. Alone in thought, each to 
themselves, they watched the sun go down and the darkness take over the land. 


The same basic thoughts occupied their minds. Where would they be safe, what would the journey entail, and 
how would they be able to find the strength within themselves to make it through the long quest that they 
had embarked on. Just yesterday, they had been reveling in the mystery of science fiction, and now it seemed 
they were a part of that unreality. It wasn't just costumes and makeup now though, it was real. So 
frighteningly real. 


Audrey had fallen asleep, resting her small head on Voltaire's shoulder, as the car sped on. He breathed in her 
hair, and smiled down at her. Chi-Chian had been one of his first loves, in some strange creation-creator way, 
and now she was gone. Though the way Audrey's black hair, highlighted with tints of red, fell around her round 
little cheeks, and her lips parted just a bit when she slept, it all brought him back to the present. She was 
stunning, and she was his. Voltaire wrapped his arm a tighter around her sleeping form, holding her close to 


his chest, and knew love. 


Nicholai, who was seated next to them in the Jeep, smiled for an instant, and then continued to stare out the 
window of the jeep. He'd only lived in New York City, well Brooklyn to be exact though he liked to say he lived in 
the city because that was where the action was, for a few months. He had moved there the previous 
summer, after high school was over, to attend college at The New York School of Visual Arts, the same school 
that Voltaire taught at. Only eight months, and the city had become a part of him, it's fast pulse and rhythm 
making him even more bouncier than he had been before. As the jeep drove over the Manhattan bridge and 
onto the crowded city streets, he felt like he was coming home. Vixen, on the other hand, was grumbling about 
the congestion, lack of proper parking, and the noise pollution as she rolled up her window, trying to block out 


the city atmosphere. 


They parked just a little ways away from Voltaire's apartment that night. It was getting late, and they needed 
to get to a computer to see if they could book some airline tickets to Atlanta, so they could get down to 
where the action would apparently be taking place. Voltaire had needed to park Vixen's jeep, because she's a 
dumbass who doesn't know how to parallel park, but he didn't seem to mind She wasn't even sure if he had a 


driver's license, and if he did what name did he put on it, but at least she wouldn't damage her pretty new 


jeep banging it into immobile objects in the quest for a decent parking spot. 


It was a short walk to Voltaire's apartment. It was a new place, but still in the East Village, but bigger than his 
old one-room residence. Vixen grimaced slightly, she missed the old place, because it had a futon which was in 
the lyrics of Goodnight Demonslayer, and every time she heard that song she would think, ‘| sat on that 
futon!. However, the new apartment was a little bigger, the rent paid for with the early proceeds of the Chi- 
Chian movie. It was still in development, but it would be out in June that year and Voltaire had already been 


paid for his input in the film. 


"I'd like to sleep for a few hundred hours," Sith plopped down on a black leather couch. Her bag fell to the 


ground unceremoniously, "Just wake me when the next century arrives." 


Shan found a spot on the couch, next to Sith. She took off her coat and rested her head against the high back 
of the couch, "Works for me." Whether the exhaustion came from the weekend of walking around, anime 
marathons, and panels or from the death-defying fight that had occurred only hours before, she did not know. 
Though she wondered if she would be able to sleep at all that night, even though she was tired the images of 
the massacre at the university still lingered in her mind. If this was what happened in New York, she wanted to 
get back to the calm boringness of Pennsylvania There was still stuff to do however. Sith was insistent that 
she avenge Jester's death with Vixen, and Shan wanted to back her friend up in any way possible. Besides, she 
was a ninja and lived for the fight. 


Nicholai sat down at the computer desk. During the car ride, he had promised to find some airline tickets as 
soon as they got somewhere with a computer. Orbitz would probably be the best spot to check He wondered 
if he should leave a message on the VoltaireToo egroups list, but what would he say to them. ‘Gone to fight 
the Dark Guard with Volty, be good while I'm gone and listen to Jaime or I'll have to come back and ban people’. 


Meanwhile, Voltaire and Audrey had excused themselves and headed into their bedroom for a little time to 
themselves. They were like bunnies, Vixen thought, very frisky bunnies. 


Vixen sat down to watch Nicholai peruse the net, hoping the tickets would be within her price range. She hadn't 
been able to go to DragonCon that year because of the high price of airline reservations from New York to 
Georgia, and considering they were leaving the next morning they would be last minute tickets and the cost 


would be nearly astronomical. 


Nicholai punched away at the keyboard, and fiddled with the mouse for a bit, gong through the normal boot up 
for a computer. Voltaire's computer was cool looking, with an all black monitor, mouse, keyboard, and computer 
case all paid from the proceeds of the Chi-Chian movie. It also had all the newest software and hardware, 
which was making Nicholai's inner computer geek drool. He zipped away on the Internet, searching for six seats 
on whatever airline was flying to Atlanta the next day. However, something peculiar happened about ten 
minutes after his online session had begun, the screen appeared to wiggle for a moment, the graphics swirling 


for an instant before a pop-up window materialized. 


Inside the pop-up box was a graphic of a leering Dark Guard, staring out at its audience. It said simply, "All 


your website belong to us." And then the computer went black. The lights out on the street that were shining 
through the windows also fluttered for a bit, going out for a second for a minor blackout, but came back on in 


an instant. 
"What the hell was that?" Vixen asked her web savvy friend, "Can you reboot it?" 


‘lm trying," Nicholai was busy checking the power cord to the computer. He unplugged the cord, blew on it for 
a second, and placed it back into the computer. Then he turned the switch, hoping that the power would be 

restored. Shan and Sith seemed completely oblivious to the minor blackout as they began snoring on the couch. 
The power to the computer came back on, and Nicholai sighed in relief, though when he tried to get online the 


Internet connection refused to work. He rechecked some of the cords again, but there was no apparent damage. 


Still, the Internet refused to connect, so he pulled out his cell phone in order to call a friend of his who was 
even more knowledgeable about these things. After a moment however, he pushed the power off button on his 


phone, and looked at Vixen, "First the Internet goes down, and now my phone won't work. One guess why. 


"You don't think they could have. done something, do you?" Vixen asked meekly, as she pushed aside the black 
curtain and looked out at the city streets. Was it just them or were the phone lines down everywhere? 
Suddenly, it felt like getting down to Atlanta was going to take a much longer time than anticipated. "Maybe 
they'll be fixed by the morning, we should get some sleep." 


Nicholai nodded in agreement, and sat down in a large black leather chair, curling up for the night, "Yeah, 
probably," he tried to reassure her, though he was still worried. Though he wasn't primarily thinking about the 
threat the Dark Guard posed, but more about all the websites he had done for people. This could ruin his 
business. He wondered if all the work he had put in to Voltaire's website would be left in tact when and if the 


Internet was repaired. He had most of it saved on disks at home, but still he was worried. 


The next morning, Nicholai awoke before everyone else, even before the sun rose. He somehow subconsciously 
knew while he slept that he was in Voltaire's apartment, and had spontaneously woken up at the butt crack of 
dawn to scout out the apartment. He wanted to lick all the forks, rummage through Volty's closets, and copy 
down all the numbers in his phone books but he managed to confined his overwhelming yearning for Volty 
knowledge to just looking through his refrigerator and watching his television. Nothing but news was on that 
early in the morning, but it was New York City news, the city Voltaire lived in, and thus Nicholai was content 
with it. 


The sound of the news anchors filtered in the room, slowly awakening Shannon. She looked over at Nicholai and 
smiled, but he didn't notice she was awake. On the television the newswoman was beginning a story about the 
number of phone company shortages that were experienced the night before. The whole east coast of the 


country was experiencing random rolling blackouts, computer glitches, and mechanical errors of different sorts. 


"Please tell me there's a logical explanation for that," Shannon groaned, knowing that there could only be one 
cause for the magnitude of problems caused. Hearing her speak, Nicholai glanced over in her direction, but 
before he could confirm her fears she did instead, "Its the Dark Guard. You don't have to say it. l'm a ninja, 


we just know these things.” She looked over to Sith, who was sleeping, happily unaware that the situation had 
worsened. Unsure whether or not to wake her friend, Shan finally decided not to. They would all need as much 


rest as they could manage to get in the coming days ahead. 


Nicholai and Shan remained like that for the rest of the morning until the others woke up, watching the 

television as it kept bringing in the reports of the blackouts. Every half an hour or so there would be another 
news story, another town that experienced down phone lines, another part of the country where the technical 
difficulties now reached. The news anchors even had a name for it, ‘The Mechanical Malfunction of 2005. The 
journalists like to name disasters for some reason, it doesn't rank as an important moment in recent history if 


it doesn't have a name. 


Not knowing what had caused the malfunctions, the news anchors had blamed all the wrong people and things 
to. It was a terrorist plot from those folks in the Middle East, sunspots, the phone company's fault, or a 
government conspiracy led by the new president John Kerry. The republicans really liked the conspiracy theory 
story; they kept coming on the news blaming the government, which they believed had gone down hill since 
they were not the leaders of the not-so-free world. Shan and Nicholai had taken turns coming up with even 
more causes the news journalists would list and made some frivolous bets guessing which theories would be 


listed next. 


Later, at around noon, the rest of the crew woke up. Audrey made pancakes and they had a quick breakfast 
together, while Nicholai explained to everybody the new part of their unfolding crisis. He had a plan though and 
divulged it to the rest of them as they sat around on the leather sofas, "The airports will most likely be 
closed for a while, because of all the technical difficulties. | think our best bet is to just take Vixen's jeep down 
to Georgia 


"Cool. Road trip!" Shan piped in, excited by the new prospect. 


"But first | need to meet with this guy, | did a website for him." Nicholai explained, "He sells all these funky 
kinds of weapons and stuff. He said if | ever needed something quick and cheap | could just go to Alchemy and 
find him there. He'll hook us up with some heavy artillery.” 


"Nicholai and weapons," Sith took a bite of her pancakes, "That is a very scary thought." 


Vixen nodded earnestly, but then asked, "What about clothes and junk?" In all the rush the night before, they 
she'd forgotten to go back to her house to get enough clothes and supplies for their trip to Atlanta. 


"I know a place we can get some stuff, down on St. Mark's Street” Audrey was always so prettily dressed; she 
knew the best places in the city to shop for cool stuff. They could just pick up some outfits, pack up the car, 
and start the twenty-hour drive down to Georgia. It was decided then, the men would pick up the weapons and 
the girls would get the clothes, it would have been very paternalistic if they hadn't all been planning to go 
down fighting. 


As promised that afternoon, Audrey took Lady Sith, Shannon, and Vixen shopping. Voltaire had given Audrey his 


credit card and she had some money of her own, but once she looked at all the pretty clothes down on St. 

Mark's Street she went crazy with the spending. First the girls got some t-shirts and pants, stuff they could 
sleep in, the boring basics. Then they started buying the nice PVC and leather wear, stuff they would look kick 
ass fighting in. Audrey found a pair of vinyl skirt, complete with a matching tank top, add a gun and she would 
look like Trinity from the Matrix. The other three girls found stuff their own style, yet not any less kick-ass. 


Shan had decided to switch into her cool black ninja costume before they left the store she purchased it at. 
Sith had helped pin her wolf tail to the back of the pants, and then Shan had twirled around and done some 
karate kicks in the air. Oh yeah, she was ready. 


Meanwhile, over at Alchemy, the doors were about to open Voltaire and Nicholai stood around on the sidewalk, 
conversing about |-CON, making sure to leave out the graphic ending. Nicholai spent most of the time going 


over every little detail about the concert on Saturday night, commenting about how cool it had been 


When the doors finally opened they were the first inside. Voltaire had to ask the people at the door to let 
Nicholai in, since he was still only eighteen and apparently not old enough to be in the same room where alcohol 
was being served without it corrupting his feigned innocence. Voltaire apparently had a lot of influence where 


the owners were concerned, so the bouncers didn't question him much. 


When they finally let the both of them in, Voltaire smiled, "Tell Althea | said thanks for letting the kid in" The 
bouncer just nodded at him, and continued to check the Ids of the other folks who had shown up that night. 
They spotted Nicholai's black market weapons dealer a little while later. The guy was your basic industrial 


looking Alchemy customer, clad in metallic pants and a leather jacket. 


As they worked their way through the crowd, Voltaire wondered aloud, "How come | never knew there was a 


weapons dealer who frequented this place? | thought | knew everyone here." He quieted though, as Nicholai 


began to do business with Mr. Metallic Pants. 


It went as easily as Nicholai had predicted, though when the guy told the two of them to follow him into a 
back alley Voltaire had to joke, "Is this the part where we all get dunk in the alley and hold each other?" Mr. 
Metallic Pants just glared at him, making the older of the two customers slightly unnerved. "I'll take that as a 


No. 


The three of them edged through the crowd, walked out of the club, and down a side street where the 
weapons dealer had parked his car. He opened his trunk, lifted a blanket and let the two customers get a look 


at the merchandise, "For you, my dear webmaster Nicholai, my whole arsenal is at your disposal.” 


"Uh.. okay." The guy was starting to give Nicholai the creeps. He'd done business with him before, but it had 
only been over the Internet, with a very safe distance between them. Both Voltaire and Nicholai began to 
unload the trunk, packing as many weapons as they could into the shopping bags they had brought with them. 


Behind them, the girls who had just come back from their shopping excursion, had followed them onto the side 


street and were coming near. Mr. Metallic Pants however, apparently saw the newcomers as a threat. He lifted 


a gun and pointed it in their direction. The girls froze in place when they saw the gun. 


"Whoa, whoa, whoa," Voltaire tried to stop the weapons dealer, "What are you doing? Those are friends. Good 
people. Not people you want to be shooting at. Okay, so just put the gun down and we can all just finish carting 
off these weapons like civilized people." 


"Friends," The guy sniffed the air, "Right" He lowered his weapon, while still staring at the girls eerily. 


"| would like to get through one day in my life where | don't have a weapon pointed at me," Sith exasperatedly 
said to the heavens. She walked over to the back trunk; looking at all the neat weapons there were inside, as 


the other girls started walking over, cautious not to piss off the man with the gun. 


Sith reached out for a sword, picking it up out of the back of the trunk and swinging it around the dark street, 
"This is almost better than my lightsaber at home." She continued swishing it around in the air, while the 
others looked over their new arsenal. There were swords, daggers, pistols, shotguns, and these funky laser gun 


type things. All the best, and it was all for free, a gift for Nicholai's dedicated work on the guy's website. 


Vixen watched Sith as she swung the sword at imagined foes. In the abandoned street, she looked like a 
member of some crazy goth gang, "How long do you think it'll be before she puts her eye out with that thing,’ 


"Oh, | give it at least a day," Shannon smirked, but then turned her attention back to hauling her share of the 


weapons away while the others did the same with their selections. It was time to start planning for war. 


Chapter Four - On The Road 


Author's Notes: 
Notes: This STORY bares no resemblence to truth. It\'s only the imaginings of a twisted little groupie. Please 
keep that in mind. 


When we last left our heroes, Sith was swinging around her new found sword like a madwoman, and now thirty 
minutes later she was still going at it as they walked from Alchemy over to Voltaire's apartment. People were 
starting to stare at her, but she didn't mind, she had something large and pointy and possibly very hazardous 
in her possession, and it felt oh so good, "I could use this to ban people from the list. Fear me and my Mr. 


Pointy.” 


"That's nice sweetie," Shan dodged the metal object as it careened carelessly towards her head. She grabbed 
the hilt as Sith twirled around on the sidewalk, she took the weapon away much to everyone's relief, "But the 


nice crazy homeless people are starting to stare at you." 


"Awwww, no fair," Sith gave a mock pout but snuggled her Shan anyway. It was okay, she would get it back 


later, when everyone else was asleep. Then she could have some real fun. 


They continued walking, trudging towards where Vixen's jeep was still parked. During the morning they had 
taken the subways to get around the city, not paying any mind to how they would get back to the jeep. 
However, the ‘Mechanical Malfunction of 2005 had grown worse, leaving the city without working trains or 
subways. The electricity kept blinking on and off as well, leaving the group in pitch darkness every so often 
when the street lights would suddenly go out. They usually came back on, but there were a few blocks that 
were so dark they practically had to feel their way forward as they walked along. 


This all pointed to a rather dire conclusion, The Dark Guard was indeed strengthening it's hold over the city, 
probably the whole East Coast as well. If they didn't get to the portal in Atlanta soon, there was no telling how 
bad it would get, or if the Pathann Pahrr would be able to take over. Audrey grasped Voltaire's hand a little 
tighter, thinking of all the possibilities. He looked over at her, tried to give her a reassuring smile, but couldn't 
find it in himself to lie to her. He knew what the Pathann Pahrr were capable of, he had created them to be 
the villains of the comic, something that would scare the crap out of the readers, and he had succeeded. 


Perhaps a little too much. 


The lights flickered for a moment as they walked past the corner deli on Broome Street. A few other 
pedestrians groaned and grumbled about the electrical company. As far as they knew it would be fixed 
tomorrow, but they still felt like being good little New Yorker and doing the prerequisite complaining. As Audrey 


tensed, Voltaire leaned over to whisper in her ear, "We'll be fine." 


"How can you be so sure?" She made her voice small, so the rest of the group wouldn't overhear them. She 


wanted to be strong for them. If one person started to worry, then another would, and there would be a whole 
domino effect. She shouldn't have been too worried about that though, since everyone was already wracked 


with insecurities about the trip. 


‘lm not going to let anything happen to you while I'm still alive," He said simply, shaking his head. He continued 


with a small grin, "And | don't plan on dying anytime soon" 


She smiled a bit, accepting his answer. He would keep her safe, and she would do the same in return. That was 


all either could ask for. 


On the street, sitting on a cardboard box, a man was muttering to himself. He smiled at them as the six gothy 
looking folk walked by. He scratched his worn beard, singing a gently rhythm he had long since lost the word 
for. The group tried to ignore the apparent homeless man, but he was having none of it. Hoping off his 
cardboard perch, he fell into step with the six of them, "They'll come for you, you know." 


Vixen, the one who had the least city experience, tried to huddle closer to the Sith. There were a couple of 
reasons she avoided the city, and here was number three on her top ten, the crazies. They were like magnets 


for weirdness this week however, so she couldn't blame it completely on the city. 


"They'll come for you," The man stepped in front of them and chuckled a bit, pushing his hands into his gray 
torn jacket. Voltaire tried to step around the man, but the guy moved to bar his way, "They will come for 
you... the lights. flickering. but you don't know, you don't." He coughed, "You don't know what you're up against. 
You think you can win. Kill them all" He paused and looked deep into Voltaire's eyes, "The creator, huh? And 
what have you created?" The man seemed to shake from inside, but gathered himself and started to walk 
away, still muttering, "The lights go out. They go out. They go out.." And then he was gone, and out of 


earshot, leaving the group in stunned silence. 


Voltaire was the first to speak, trying to reassure everyone else though still a bit creeped out, "That's what | 
love about New York City, you never know who you're going to meet.” He laughed a bit, pushing his own anxiety 
down to a level where it could be controlled, and started moving on towards his apartment once more. 


The rest of the way back was pretty uneventful and the group managed to survive ten minutes without 
anything crazy happening to them, which at that point was a pretty decent record. Voltaire had begun singing 
Bjork songs at the top of his lungs, just to keep everyone occupied, "Who would have known/ that a boy like 
him/ would have entered my lightly/ restoring my blisses' 


He continued in a hilarious lisping accent, "Who would have known/ that a boy like him/ after sharing my core/ 
would stay going nowhere," When he finished the complete lyrics to the song Cocoon he turned to Audrey, "Not 
gay or anything, but that song was really turning me on 


"Voltaire," Vixen sarcastically began, "Is there anything that doesn't turn you on?" 


‘Of course there is," Voltaire paused, trying to think of a few things. It took him a while before he answered, 


"Dryer lint, slime mold, muscular football players named Philip, and the Fab Five from Queer Eye for the 
Straight Guy. well, okay, that last one is kind of iffy. Depends on what kind of a day I've had" 


They arrived at where the jeep was parked, finally. Sith and Shan piled in quickly, while Voltaire excused him and 
Audrey. They needed to go back up to his apartment to go get. a few things. At least that was their excuse. 
Vixen and Nicholai put the rest of the bags of weapons in the large back of the jeep, next to Sith and Shan 
who had decided to sit back there since there were only five seats in the jeep. Plus, back there they could lie 
down with each other and cuddle. Then the two younger ones sat on the bumper of the jeep, watching Voltaire 
and Audrey walk away. 


Nicholai was already starting to feel the distance separating him and Voltaire. He wanted to follow them, but 
knew that Audrey and Voltaire needed a moment to themselves before they were stuck in a car for two days 


with the rest of them, "So, how long do you think they'll be gone?" 
"At least fifteen minutes," Vixen gave him a wry smile. 


Meanwhile, Voltaire and Audrey, deep into their makeout session, were in the elevator going up to his 
apartment. It stopped at floor fourteen, which was really just thirteen for those folks who aren't so 
superstitious, which was the floor their apartment was on. Voltaire moved away from Audrey, coming up for 


air for a second. Like the eerie little girl in the movie the Poltergeist Voltaire smirked, "We're heeeeeeere." 


"Damn it," Audrey pouted, breaking away from their kiss and moved with Voltaire onto their floor. There was 
something not right however. As soon as they left the elevator, Audrey noticed that the door to the 
apartment was hanging on it's hinges, and there were large scorch marks on the walls beside it. It had been 


blown off, and the explosion had singed the ceiling of the hallway. 


Voltaire motioned for her to be quiet, and crept towards the door. Wishing he had brought one of the weapons 
that were now locked away in the jeep, he pushed the burnt wooden door out of his way. It fell to the floor as 
soon as he pushed it forward, collapsing on the floor which was strewn with a whole bunch of random items 
that had previously been put away neatly in his apartment. The whole place was a disaster. After a quick look 
around for intruders, he stepped over the broken door and held out a hand to Audrey, helping her over the 
rubbish. Once inside the apartment, she began searching over the disrupted living room for any clues whoever 
had broken in had left. The guilty party hadn't even taken much, from the glass littered around on the floor 
and torn shreds of paper and debris, it seemed they had been content just to make a mess of the place. 
Picking up a picture frame that now had a large crack going through the picture of her and Voltaire, she 
sighed, "This just isn't our week" 


A gasp from Voltaire came from behind her, making her turn hastily, "My collection of Star Wars action 
figures. Noooo00000000!" Audrey breathed in relief, and watched as her boyfriend tried to collect the shattered 
pieces of his precious collection. "Even my limited edition Boba Fett. Oh the humanity! Who could have done 
something like this?" 


‘Its okay," She knelt next to him and patted him on the back, "We can fix-- hey" Then something on the wall 


caught her eye. It was the only thing actually left on the wall, she wondered how she could have missed it 


before, "Look at that." 


"Wha?" Voltaire followed her stare, and then got up to inspect the thing that was pinned to the wall. It was a 
page four from The Girlz of Goth, with a smiling Chi-Chian with X sitting on a windowsill. The page was torn 
out of the graphic novel and stuck to the wall upside down with a pushpin. Scrawled across the page, written in 
red ink were the words, ‘Sorry we missed you. See you next time’. He ripped it off the wall, knowing who had 
put it there, "I'll say one thing for the Dark Guard, they have good taste in comic books. If only they could 
learn to treat them with the love and respect they deserve,’ He let the ruined piece of paper fall to the floor 
and turned to Audrey, "We have to get out of here. They may be coming back." 


"My thoughts exactly," Audrey nodded and hurried back out into the hallway. 


Voltaire followed behind her. Once back into the not-so-destroyed hallway, he looked back at his apartment. 
Without the door he could see right into it, "I am not looking forward to cleaning that up when we get back 


from our trip." He frowned and then continued with Audrey to the elevator. 


After tipping the doorman of the apartment building a lofty sum for him to make sure that a new door with a 
lock got put on the apartment, Voltaire and Audrey headed back to the jeep. They had done all they could, and 
there was more work to be done. Whatever needed to be fixed could be worried about when they returned, if 


they did indeed make it back at all. 


When they returned to the jeep, Voltaire offered to drive out of the city. Vixen was more than happy to hand 
over the keys to him, but first they needed to get some food at the local deli. "| was going to get some stuff 
from my kitchen, but the Dark Guard had already ransacked it” 


"What?" Shan peeked up from the back of the jeep. Worriedly she queried, "They found out where you live? 
That's so not a good sign" 


"At least we won't be in this city for much longer," Sith noted, "But I'm with Shan on this one. This does seem 
sort of foreboding. What if they're following us? What if they know where we are right now and they're just 
waiting for the right moment to strike?" Her voice cut off as she began to search through the bags for her 
trusty sword, she knew she shouldn't have let Shan take it away from her. 


They didn't have to drive far to the deli, there's one on practically every corner in New York. But this was 
special deli, it was. a Japanese deli. With food in packages without pictures of what the food inside the bag or 
box was, and only some Japanese writing to tell you what the food was. Some thought it was fun to pick up a 
random bag off the shelves, bring it home and then try to guess what you were eating. Vixen however longed 
for a normal supermarket where even illiterate fools could look at the boxes and see a picture of what the 
insides contained. Plus, most of the food in the Japanese deli looked like it was still half-alive. The others 
seemed to enjoy the small shop however, and they went off in individual directions to search the shelves for 


yummy delectables. 


Sith and Shan had wandered off towards the back of the store. Sith said she was looking for something called 
Pocky, some kind of Japanese candy sweet desert concoction. Searching through the boxes, Sith sifting through 
them not finding the wonderful Pocky sticks she craved, 


"I think | found them," Showing her friend the box that had a picture of what looked like pretzels halfway 
dipped in chocolate, Shan waved her hand like Vanna White. 


Sith patted her on the head, "My sweet Shan, you have done good. Reeeal good." Picking up three boxes of 

chocolate Pocky, Sith saw the strawberry Pocky right behind it and picked up a couple boxes of that kind as 
well. There was no use skipping out on sweets and junk food if they were most likely going to be killed by the 
time they reached Atlanta. After retrieving as many boxes of the sweet stuff, Sith and Shan wandered back 


to the counter where Voltaire was finishing his purchases. 


Voltaire paid for his stuff, and then turned his attention to the television that was broadcasting the news. It 
hung from a little swivel arm that was attached to the wall. On the screen a conservative looking lady was 
talking about how the power company had restored electricity to most of the city and had been able to keep it 


stable for a half-hour now, which apparently was good news. 


Then the journalist started reporting on a new story, "We have just received reports of a terrible mass 
murder in Stony Brook, a town on Long Island. The images we are about to show are graphic and not intended 
for small children," The screen flashed to images of the after math of the attack at the gym. Audrey stepped 
closer to the small television, watching video of police looking over the bodies and medical crews zipping up 
body bags. It was almost as gruesome watching it on the small screen as it was being there in person. The 
news anchor continued, "We have security camera footage of six possible suspects. They can be seen here 
running away from the scene," On the television, a blurry image of the six of them flashed by. Then one by 
one, police sketches were put up, they were badly drawn but it was it was unmistakably them. 


Voltaire nudged Nicholai gently, and then nodded towards the door to the shop. They had to leave. Now. Nicholai 
nodded silently, and rushed over to Sith to tell her to hurry up with her purchases. She had seen the 
broadcast as well, and was busy trying to avoid the gaze of the shop owner. She hadn't wanted to just leave in 
the middle of buying her stuff, as that would have seemed overtly suspicion. Besides, the shop owner didn't 


speak that much English and seemed to have been avoiding the news channel anyway. 

Shan helped carry out Sith's bags, and they left the store. Behind them they heard the television still going, 
"Anyone with information on these suspects are urged to call the Suffolk Criminal and Law Offices at 63l-456- 
6346." 


When they were all outside, they stood around the car for a moment, talking about the broadcast. Shan 
wrinkled her brow, "I think they drew my nose funny. My nose doesn't really look like that, does it?" 


Sith kissed her on her forehead, "You have a nice nose, sweetie." 


"The main thing though," Audrey looked around the street, watching the other pedestrians pass by and lowered 


her voice, "The police are going to be looking for us now. They'll have our fingerprints soon, and our names. 
They'll notify our families and start asking questions. This puts an even greater strain on our plans for getting 


down to Georgia" 


"Then we'd better get a head start on the trip," Nicholai looked at Voltaire, who was one step ahead and had 
already started getting in the jeep. The rest of them piled into the jeep, with Audrey in the passenger seat, 
Nicholai and Vixen in the back, and Sith already curled up with Shannon in the back. 


Giving the city one last look around before driving away, Nicholai thought back to when he had first come to 
Manhattans. It was a nice place, one of the biggest and most influential cities in the world, and for some of 
them it was a place called home. Whether they would ever see it's bright lights and busy sidewalks again; 


however, was uncertain. 


